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She closed the door on his retreating figure and drew a miserable
sigh.
Percy still sat on in a tipsy daze. As for Will Zoyland, he
seemed unable to stop talking nonsense to the sleepy, but thor-
oughly placated infant Little Harry's long-robed body lay con-
tentedly now in Zookey's arms. She swung him to and fro as
she leaned against the wall.
"Harry says his christening-cup hasn't been christened yet,"
cried Zoyland suddenly. With one of those impulsive, irrational
angers that sometimes seize on drunkards, he turned fiercely
upon Nell. "It's my cup. It's my father's cup," he gabbled.
"And / say the cup hasn't been christened yet, Harry's little
cup. Harry says it must be christened!" He moved with unsteady
steps to the table. Here he picked up the cup and raising it to his
mouth, tossed off its contents.
"That's ... not ... christening . . . Will . . . that's only
. . . that's only . . ." mumbled Persephone in a drowsy voice.
"You're right . . * my girl . . . you're always right! It's
wonderful how she's always right, isn't it, little Hal? It's my
cup; it's my father's cup. It's got our falcon on it. By God! I'll
christen it in river water!" He ran to the door carrying the cup
in his hand.
Nell clung frantically to him, calling out repeatedly: "Are
you mad, Will? What are you doing, Will? It's not yours . . .
it's Harry's. It's Harry's, I tell you, Will! It's Harry's cup!"
But he wrenched himself loose from her and managed to> get
the door open. She followed him into the garden; and a breath
of cold night air floated into that whiskey-smelling room.
Dave stood there motionless, hesitating whether to follow them
or not. How calm and impersonal looked that little book about
Atlantis lying on the table face-down and open!
"Let 'un alone, Mr. Spear," cried Zookey. " 'Twill only vex
*un worse for thee to meddle. Her can quiet him. Him won't .hurt
his Lordship's golden mug.w
Percy looked dreamily at her husband while her eyelids sank
down . . . opened again . . . and sank down again.
Her lulled and drugged senses had drifted back to the hay-
boat. Never had she felt like that before! Never had she given